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Body of Evidence 


Years of attending medical conferences rife with boring colleagues 
provided Dr. Elizabeth Greyson plenty of practice, allowing her to affix a 
reasonably sincere-looking plastic smile as she rose from behind her desk. 

"Please, Miss Smith, come in," she said, pitching her warm contralto to 
carry over the bass-heavy music flowing in the open door. 

Her visitor nodded and stepped over the threshold, pushing the leather- 
padded door closed behind her. As the door swung shut and latched, it 
completed the sound-deadening protection built into the office, reducing 
the music to a nearly subconscious level, the heavy beat more sensed than 
heard. The young woman turned back from closing the door and strode 
across the white, deep-pile carpeting. Elizabeth took the opportunity to 
give the supposed job applicant a quick, inconspicuous once-over. 

An unadorned white cotton blouse, tan skirt, and sling-back shoes with 
nearly non-existent heel. Technically appropriate for a job interview, if 
somewhat severe — but "Julie Smith" looked vaguely uncomfortable in the 
outfit, although she was trying to conceal it, with moderate success. Not 
only that, but both the outfit, and the very lightly-applied make-up scheme, 
weren’t quite right for the woman wearing it. Somewhat of an expert in the 
field, Elizabeth judged the overall "look" as being that of a woman 
unaccustomed to doing anything specifically to make herself more 
attractive, in the conventionally accepted current definition of the word. 

Part of that assessment was based on the purely physical. With a fairly 
sturdy bone structure, "Julie Smith" should simply have chosen another 
outfit to wear. Her legs, while lightly toned and shapely enough, were 
somewhat on the thick side — not from fat or excess flesh, but because of 
the bone structure beneath. Her shoulders were on the broad side — and her 
hips were even broader — but her waist wasn’t thin enough to complete a 
feminine hourglass shape, making her seem shorter and broader than she 
actually was. 

Her no-nonsense drill-sergeant’s stride and iron-bar rigid spine didn’t 
help, nor did the almost purposefully graceless manner in which she moved. 
Between the outfit and the flat brown hair hanging in an unflattering page- 
boy around a strong-featured face, "Julie Smith" gave Elizabeth the 
impression she should be giving a stiff-armed salute and crying, "Heil 
Hitler!" Even her handshake was unnecessarily firm and crisp. Not manly, 
but with an almost subconscious air of dominance — which could have 
described the woman’s every aspect. 

Elizabeth smiled appropriately and gestured the sturdy-but-not- 
unattractive young woman towards a chair. "Let me get you a coffee," she 
said politely, glad to have a chance to turn away from the seated woman — 
it meant she didn’t have to maintain such rigid control over her face as her 
mind raced. The warning tip she’d gotten from her friend at the college’s 
administration office had been right. This "Julie Smith," ostensibly applying 














for a job to help her pay for her college tuition, wasn’t who she seemed to 
be. 

As the last of her doubts and hesitations were assuaged by the self- 
confidence of the young woman, Elizabeth carefully shifted her position at 
the credenza holding the coffee machine. Confident that what she was doing 
was hidden from view, Elizabeth quietly slid open a small drawer revealing 
a velvet-lined surface scattered with small blue capsules. As her left hand 
poured steaming coffee into a gold-rimmed mug, she quickly lifted three of 
the little 200 mg pills from the drawer and slid it shut. 

"How do you take your coffee?" she asked over her shoulder — while 
pulling apart the capsules and emptying their contents into the mug. 


"Cream and sugar, please,” Katherine replied. It was a bit of an effort to 
keep her tone level, here in the very den of the enemy, but she managed to 
hold her peace by reminding herself that it was necessary to achieve the 
destruction of this evil woman. Nodding, the traitor to her own sex went 
back to fixing the coffee, and Katherine went back to eyeing this woman 
she hated and loathed with a passion, despite the fact that this was the very 
first time she’d met her face-to-face. 

Doctor Elizabeth Greyson was slender and attractive, in an elegant way, 
her ash-blonde hair upswept into a sophisticated style that framed a lovely 
face that looked a good decade younger than her forty-three years. Not that 
Elizabeth’s flawless appearance was really much of a surprise, Katherine 
thought to herself. After all, knowing what she did of this woman, the thought 
of a plastic surgeon using her skills on her own body wasn’t the least bit 
surprising. 

As Elizabeth turned back and handed her a coffee, Katherine struggled 
to keep her revulsion off her face, using a deep sip of the coffee to buy 
herself a moment to regain her composure. It wasn’t easy. After all, this 
"lovely" woman was worse than even the male chauvinist pigs who tainted 
every aspect of the badly flawed world in which Katherine was forced to 
live. This "Doctor" was an agent of the male-centric world, and a traitor to 
women everywhere. Being a plastic surgeon was bad enough — using hard- 
won skills to make over natural women into the sick, perverted standards 
of beauty men forced upon society — but for a woman to use the money 
earned by such a perverse enterprise to open and run a strip club...! 

It all made Katherine want to vomit, and she took another long drink of 
the admittedly good coffee to force herself to regain control of her righteous 
anger. Thankfully, Elizabeth wasn’t in any rush to start the interview, busily 
going through the resume and supporting documents Katherine had supplied. 
Katherine wasn’t worried about her "Julie Smith" cover being blown. All 
the references and supposed prior work experience were friends of hers in 
"The Movement," and would hold up under scrutiny. As could be expected 
in a male hormone-driven world, there was considerably more scrutiny for 








those applying to staff positions at the club than there was for the position 
of a dancer. 

It would have been theoretically easier to get into the club as a stripper. 
But of course, there was no way that Katherine could possibly force herself 
to do anything as degrading as gyrating her body for the pleasure of... 
men. That was the very sort of perversion she was here to put an end to. 
Besides which, she was fortunate to be blessed with a strong, sturdy body 
that failed to meet the ridiculous standards men the world over were trying 
socially, economically and subconsciously to force women to conform to. 

And here was Miss Queen Bitch herself, Elizabeth Greyson, using social 
blackmail to force women to seek employment as strippers to pay for college 
— and then "generously" offering reduced rates to all her employees on 
plastic surgery, to further enslave them into the male-dominated world. 

Stewing silently, Katherine finished off the last of her coffee. 

Pretending to read through documents she knew to be faked, Elizabeth 
watched "Julie" finish off the mug of coffee. She kept up the pretense — 
buying time for the amobarbital sodium she had slipped into the coffee to 
take effect. 

Closely related to sodium pentathol, amobarbital was part of the family 
of drugs known collectively as being "truth serum." It lowered inhibitions 
and connected the conscious and subconscious minds. Its actual clinical 
use was as a hypnotic, making the patient honest on a subconscious level, 
allowing them to face up to truths they wouldn't even admit to themselves 
— but it had to be used very carefully, under closely controlled circumstances, 
because it also made the user highly suggestible. 

Elizabeth had a large supply of it because of her secondary degree in 
psychiatric medicine. It was part and parcel with her life-long dedication 
to her work, dealing with women with extremely low self-images that could 
lead to such ends as health-destroying eating disorders, self-mutilation, 
and even suicide. It was a minor — and extremely common - version of 
self-disgust, which had prompted Elizabeth to open and run her own strip 
club. Elizabeth’s extensive studies had found that many women with low 
self-esteem often went to work at strip clubs as a sort of self test. The 
positive response received almost inevitably helped boost their confidence 
— and for those for whom it wasn’t enough, the low-cost plastic surgery 
she offered allowed them to get a body they were comfortable living in, 
avoiding the dangerous downward spiral that so many self-loathing women 
fell into. 

It was her dedication to this cause that allowed Elizabeth to overcome 
her own ethics and drug "Julie Smith." This was a very special case, one 
where she was being lied to, and the drug would let her find out why, and 
maybe even divert whatever plans this young woman had in mind, before 
anybody could get hurt. Sure that the drug had been given enough time to 
reach full potency, Elizabeth started the interview — consciously and 
carefully making use of the other woman’s greatly heightened susceptibility 


to suggestion to convince her to remain unaware of the drug now affecting 
her. 

"According to everything I see here, you must be a very intelligent and 
confident young woman," Elizabeth said. 

"I guess you could say that," the woman replied, coolly. 

"Of course you are very intelligent and confident," Elizabeth pressed, 
setting the hook deeper into the unaware young woman’s unguarded mind. 
"Very intelligent and confident. You’re probably even more intelligent than 
I am." 

Of course I’m smarter than you are, Katherine thought to herself, 
smugly. She smiled smoothly, confident she could handle this woman 
without any risk. 

"Well, you have every reason to be confident, and no reason to worry 
about anything at all," Elizabeth said, stressing the words as she spoke. 
"I'm sure you're not going to say or do anything that will give you the 
least bit reason to worry or be upset. You’re feeling completely calm and 
in control, and you can say anything." 

"Pd like to think so, Elizabitch," Katherine said, with a sudden little 
laugh at her confident statement. The "bitch" seemed a bit taken aback at 
being so addressed, and Katherine momentarily worried she*d overstepped 
her bounds — but only momentarily. After all, what did she have to worry 
about? Her own self-confidence was verified a second later as Elizabeth 
smiled as though nothing had happened. / can run mental rings around 
this woman, Katherine thought to herself. ’ve got absolutely nothing to 
worry about here. 

"Well, lets just get these questions out of the way," Elizabeth said. "Just 
routine, simple questions — you won't even have to think about the answers. 
Okay?" 

"Of course," Katherine replied confidently. 

"Name?" 

"Katherine Garrett," she supplied — and frowned, ever so slightly, for 
just a second. Almost instantly, the expression became one of calm self- 
confidence as she pushed aside the strange, momentary sense she’d said 
something wrong — because that was her name, and besides, she was far 
too smart to be tripped up by anything this woman could say. 

"Reason for wanting to work here?" Elizabeth asked, with another of 
those suppressed little smiles. 

"To put your perverted little empire out of business, of course," Katherine 
replied, confidently. "Tm going to gather evidence of your wrongdoing, 
get you arrested, and put you away for decades." 








Elizabeth blinked at the hatred evident in the other woman’s voice. 

Making it even more disconcerting was Katherine’s demeanor. With 
the suggestions Elizabeth had given her, the younger woman wasn’t thinking 
about what she was saying, and was completely unaware of what she was 
doing. Now, and after, it simply would never occur to her that she was, or 
had, said or done anything against her own interests, and so her demeanor 
was one of smug self-congratulation over what she was doing. Judging 
from the tone of her voice and the expression on her face, she actually 
believed she had every right to be doing what she was doing. No guilt, no 
regret — indeed, a sort of vengeful pride. "What if I haven't done anything 
illegal?" Elizabeth asked, carefully. 

"Legality doesn't matter,” Katherine replied. "What you're doing is a 
crime against females, and I’m going to put a stop to it. Once I know your 
business well enough, P ll have no trouble manufacturing and planting plenty 
evidence. I”11 set you up for everything from tax fraud to drug trafficking, 
whatever it takes to make sure you get life in prison. Your hypocritical 
meat market is a shining example of this backwards male-driven society 
we live in, and it has to be stopped." 

The depth of Katherine’s vengeful nature stunned Elizabeth. "Is there 
anything at all that would convince you to change your mind about this?" 
Elizabeth probed, carefully. 

"Nothing. I’m going to bring you down, no matter what it takes." 

With the certainty of Katherine’s answer, Elizabeth took a second to 
carefully consider the situation. The old truism was that you couldn't get 
somebody under hypnotic influence to do anything they wouldn't do 
normally, and it was technically true — but it had its caveats. An average 
person wouldn't commit cold-blooded murder — but they’d probably kill 
to protect themselves. Given that, you could take the time to implant the 
suggestion that "Mr. X" was out to kill him or her, and then give the 
hypnotized patient a gun. The patient the might very well kill innocent 
"Mr. X” out of genuine self-preservation and fear. 

However, it was very much a gray area, with few hard certainties, and 
there were always exceptions and special cases. The only thing that seemed 
consistent was that the more strongly the subject held a given belief, the 
harder it was to bypass it. Katherine’s response to Elizabeth’s question 
showed that talking her out of this, even through long and arduous hypnosis, 
was unlikely. And, if stopping it was out of the question, Elizabeth would 
have to "defuse" the situation, keeping Katherine chasing the same objective, 
but denying her the chance for closure. 

With this knowledge, Elizabeth continued. "Well, you're going to want 
to make it completely air-tight, of course," she suggested. "In order to do 
that, you’re going to have to know every single detail of my operation, and 
find the utterly perfect, fool-proof method of setting me up. This is going 
to take a long time, and require a lot of dedication from you. Of course, 


first you’ll have to start by working several months here at the club for me 
as a waitress." 

Katherine’s brow furrowed as she struggled with the idea. After a long, 
heart-stopping moment, she replied, "Well, of course." Itwas obvious that 
these limitations weren’t sitting easily on Katherine’s mind. Elizabeth was 
going to have to keep a very close watch on her, and subsequent hypnotic 
sessions to reinforce the ideas and correcting any problems that cropped 
up were going to be a necessity... 

"Wonderful. We have studio apartments upstairs, for the dancers who 
want to save time and money and live on-premises," Elizabeth said, 
suggestively. "A few of them are not being used..." 


Glancing at her watch to check the time, Katherine took a deep breath, 
gazed at her reflection in the full-length mirror — and grimaced. 

Even after a week working — and living — at The Body Shop, Katherine 
still wasn’t used to seeing herself in the mirror when she was "done up" for 
work. As a member of the wait staff, she had a uniform that was considerably 
more sedate than worn by the performers. Many women might’ve found it 
demure — but being forced to spend much of her time in a white T-shirt 
with the club’s logo and a black skirt was far from Katherine’s usual attire 
of jeans and a sweatshirt. 

Worst of all, as far as Katherine was concerned, was the mandatory 
high heel shoes. They were only two-and-a-quarter inch block heels, but 
to a woman who had refused to ever wear heels until now, they felt like 
she was trying to walk on stilts. Compared to the shoes, even the damned 
nylons and make-up required by the job were minor annoyances. Sighing 
over what her convictions meant she was being forced to do, Katherine 
shook her head and headed for the door of her studio apartment. She moved 
quickly, though she was far from eager to get to work serving drinks to the 
worst type of openly female-degrading men. 

The truth of the matter was, even Katherine was surprised by her 
newfound work ethic. She always showed up early, stayed late, and almost 
literally worked her ass off to make sure her boss remained happy. But so 
far, Elizabeth had seemed mostly nonplussed at her impeccable work 
performance, almost as 1f she expected Katherine to work so hard. But 
then again, there was no way Elizabeth could know that Katherine was 
just making damned sure she wouldn't get fired or have her hours reduced. 
Her plan meant she had to become intimately familiar with every aspect of 
the business, and that meant working hard, and getting promoted, just like 
she and Elizabeth had discussed. 

Katherine thought for a moment. It seemed something important had 
just crossed her mind, and she took a moment to reason with it. Any little 
detail could be important, and so she was already memorizing every detail 








and aspect of the business she came across. Since she wasn’t going to write 
down anything that might be incriminating against Elizabeth, she was 
committing it all to memory. It was going to be more difficult without 
documenting anything or gaining physical evidence, but it was necessary 
in order to concoct a completely foolproof plan. She would first need to 
explore every aspect of her position, and that meant she had to work extra 
hard at being the best waitress she could possibly be. Satisfied with her 
logic, Katherine hurried out of her apartment in order to be on time for 
work. 

"Katherine?" 

The voice pulled her from her mental ledger of club details, and 
Katherine paused in her rush to get down to the main floor of the club. She 
turned, forcing a smile at the sight of the stripper that lived next door to 
her. "Hey, Janet," Katherine said. 

Dealing with these duped, degraded women wasn’t as bad as dealing 
with Elizabeth, but it still took an effort to maintain a friendly facade. 
Katherine had to constantly remind herself to "play nice" with the strippers. 
After all, if she pissed off all the talent that brought in the money, or even 
one of them, Katherine knew she’d get fired. These strippers were the "geese 
that laid the golden eggs," as far as the club was concerned. The fact that 
they worked shorter hours and got plenty of latitude compared to the rest 
of the staff didn’t even come into play. 

"I m on recoup for the next little while," she slender young non-natural 
redhead said, with a smile. She gestured at the pink rayon robe over her 
chest. "I’m getting my implants today. Since you live right next door, I 
thought maybe you wouldn’t mind bringing meals up for me when you 
knock off each night. After all, you’re coming up here anyway, right?" 

"Right." Katherine managed, keeping the smile on her lips through sheer 
force of will. 

"Great!" Janet said, stepping back over the threshold into her apartment. 
"PII see you tonight!" 

As soon as the door closed, Katherine let the fake smile slip from her 
lips, and turned to continue on to the stairs at the end of the hall. 

Though there was a club policy against the strippers using the club’s 
wait-staff as room service, that rule was relaxed for those women 
recuperating from plastic surgery. They could do just about anything they 
wanted, while the rest of the staff, talent and service alike, still had to keep 
ahead of the game. Elizabeth’s clinic was in the next building over, 
connected to the club by an enclosed second-floor walkway. As club staff, 
Katherine had never had an excuse to get into the clinic, and she was still 
working out some sort of plan to gather details about that side of the business 
she meant to bring to its knees. She had to come up with some way to get 
into the clinic. 

She stopped dead. Literally. Right at the top of the stairs, she stopped 
moving, a decidedly strange expression crossing her face as he stood there, 

















hit hard by the idea that had just occurred to her. Unaware she was even 
doing it, she slowly began shaking her head in denial. Forcing herself to 
start moving again, Katherine berated herself for even considering 
volunteering for plastic surgery. Sure, it would get her into the clinic, and 
buy her some recoup time of her own to poke around more freely, but 
disfiguring herself that way...? 

Still, even as she tried to shake the disgusting idea out of her mind, she 
couldn’t help but realize how far it would go towards achieving her end 
goal, and that had become more important to her than ever over the past 
week. In fact, during her few private meetings with Elizabeth over coffee, 
ithad become a near obsession. Katherine frowned slightly. Oddly enough, 
she couldn't clearly remember any of the actual discussions they’d had — 
but, since they were probably just small talk, it probably didn’t mean 
anything. All she knew was that just being around Elizabeth had increased 
her commitment — which explained why she was paying more and more 
attention to even smaller and smaller details. 

Reaching the main club, she quickly smiled at the female bartender as 
she grabbed her tray. Needing to constantly remind herself to "play nice" 
with the rest of the staff, the smile was becoming nearly habitual, which 
made it a little easier — but she didn’t like it any more than she had when 
she’d started. Tray in hand, she angled offtowards a table where a customer 
was signaling for a waitress... 

"Naw, not you," the customer slurred, obviously already fairly well 
lubricated. "I want one of the other waitresses. Somebody who actually 
fills out her shirt!" 

As the man laughed boorishly, Katherine had to fight down the urge to 
lash out at him, physically, and teach him the lesson he so badly deserved... 
and was surprised to find herself also fighting not to glance down at her 
own chest. She’d never before been self-conscious of her small, A-cup 
endowments. In fact, she’d always been proud of not meeting men’s ideal 
of balloon-chested bimbos. After all, that excess mass had no real use. 
Now, however, Katherine suddenly realized that her pride had become a 
liability, hurting her effort to be the best of the best of the employees in 
order to get rapid promotion — and that, in turn, jeopardized her entire plan 
to bring this degrading business down. 

That was the final straw. As much as it disgusted her, it looked like the 
best move she could make to further her goals of destroying the combined 
club and clinic was to get some plastic surgery done. It took the rest of the 
evening for her to work up the courage necessary to go through with 
mutilating her own body, but her need to bring this place down finally 
allowed her to go in search of Elizabeth at the end-of-shift. 

Finding the club and clinic owner in her office, Katherine leaned on the 
door, took a deep breath, and forced herself to say the hateful, degrading 
words. "Elizabeth? I wanted to talk to you about... getting breast implants." 


"Hey, Kathy — c’mon in!" Larissa called, waving broadly. 
After more than a month, the fake smile rose quickly and almost out of 
habit to Katherine’s lips — despite how annoyed she was by that stupid 


diminutive of her name Larissa and a couple of the other girls insisted on 
using. Trying to hide her discomfort, Katherine stepped into the apartment, 
shutting the door behind her with one hand as she waved cheerfully at the 
three other women. Walking over to where the three strippers sat practically 
naked, she forced herself to act as comfortable with these women as if 
they really were the friends she was pretending they were. 

"Sit down, get comfortable..." Larissa said, waving a bottle of Southern 
Comfort in the direction of a pile of feminine beauty products. "We’re 
doing make-overs tonight." 

"Great!" Katherine managed, despite the fact that this unexpected news 
gave her the urge to run right out of the room. She shrugged her way out of 
her bathrobe before sitting down — despite the fact that "getting comfortable" 
made her acutely uncomfortable, not the least reason of which was that it 
exposed her newly inflated chest. It still disturbed Katherine that a long 
and careful consideration of all the factors had determined that her best 
course of action had been to go with full D implants. She still had trouble 
looking at herself in the mirror and coping with the sight of the taut new 
domes riding high and firm on her chest... 

...but she could assuage herself a bit with the knowledge of how much 
1t had helped her plans. Not only had she gathered some information on 
the clinic, now carefully filed away in her mind, and gotten a chance to 
snoop around a bit while recuperating, but it had turned out to practically 
be like an "initiation," getting her accepted by the strippers. Normally, that 
wouldn't have mattered a bit to her — but she’d also discovered something 
else while recuperating. 

It turned out Nevada had fairly liberal laws regarding the "touchy-feely" 
private room dances the strippers could give, meaning they could make a 
ton of money doing private dances in the club’s small VIP rooms. Those 
rooms were also the route to advancement for the waitresses, who would 
supply customers with their drinks while they were in there — but the 
strippers had the right to determine which waitresses they’d work with. 
That's what had led Katherine to start befriending some of the girls who 
did the most VIP-room dances — which had led her to this very 
uncomfortable moment, sitting among three strippers, trying to ignore her 
own inflated tits packed into a lacey black bra like none she’d ever thought 
she’d be caught dead wearing, while pretending to be as empty-headed 
and appearance-absorbed as the women she was faking being friendly 
towards. 

Though she was tied for the smallest bust in the room, Katherine was 
overly conscious of her breasts, and that made them seem utterly massive 
to her. And if that wasn't bad enough, she had to pretend to be happy with 
her new bust in order to fit in with these air-heads who actually thought it 
reasonable for a woman to pump more useless mass into their chests. In 
fact, in trying to learn enough of their mind-set to fit in, Katherine had 
been getting a crash-course in such useless information as fashion, 
hairstyles, and "hunks." Playing the roll was humiliating — but, because of 
her total dedication to the task, it was getting disgustingly easy, as well. 





























Not that she liked it — which was why it was so hard to maintain her 
façade as the other women decided it should be her that got the first make- 
over. She wanted to refuse, of course — but, trying to win their friendship, 
she forced herself to bite back a rude response and let them do what they 
wanted to her, no matter how humiliating it might be. 

Teeth grinding behind her forced smile, she forced herself to undergo 
their eager ministrations — and when they were finally finished and held up 
a mirror for her to survey the results, she had to take a second to compose 
herself before lying about loving the bleached-blonde hair and heavy, garish 
make-up scheme they’d given her. 

"You look better as ablonde!" Larissa said, admiring her own handiwork. 
"The bright red lipstick helps, too — you just don’t have much lips to work 
with. Maybe you should get them pumped up." 

Katharine cast around for a polite excuse, and in that pause, one of the 
other girls launched into a discussion of her last surgery. Listening to her 
go on about it, Katherine realized that even this ditzy air-head knew more 
about the clinic side of the business than she did — just because of her 
repeated exposures to the place. Maybe going in for collagen injections in 
her lips wasn't such a bad idea, no matter how uncomfortable the thought 
made her feel... 


Her collagen-inflated lips curved into a habitual smile as Katherine 
ankled towards the VIP room. She struggled to look comfortable in the 
five-inch heels she was wearing, even as her newly-inflated triple-E”s tugged 
incessantly against her center of gravity. She hated the jiggling, wiggling 
tits on her chest — but that hadn’t stopped her from getting them pumped 
up while she was in the clinic getting liposuction to slim down the waist 
that was now well-displayed by the T-shirt tied off just below her big new 
tits. 

The dress code for waitresses in the VIP room was more relaxed — and 
Katherine had quickly discovered that — like her inflated lips — bigger tits, 
slimmer waists and higher heels made for a bigger demand for her services. 
She hated all of this, as much as she hated the hair that had grown longer 
since she” d started working here, four months ago, now dyed a light blonde 
— but the better she did her job, the more information she could gather to 
bring the place down, and that made it all worthwhile. 

The reason for the re-inflated tits and other sacrifices were made obvious 
as soon as she entered the room. The man sitting in the big arm chair, a 
naked woman writhing in his lap, actually looked at Katherine as she gave 
him his drink — and it was that sort of attention that was quickly helping 
Katherine gain more and more attention as an "up-and-comer," making it 
easier for her to gather those tiny little details that might someday be 
important in the plan she came up with to close this place down. 








"Hey, hot-stuff," the customer said, paying her with a large tip. "When 
you gonna start dancing?" 

Katharine smiled at him and shrugged, Knowing that the answer of 
"never" would cool him to her. Tucking the tip away, she ankled her way 
back out of the room... and found herself thinking that maybe becoming a 
dancer wasn’t all that bad of an idea. Of course, it would be humiliating 
beyond words to expose her body to the lustful stares of men — but it would 
certainly get her the extra leeway granted to the "talent." 

Maybe she shouldn’t dismiss the idea out of hand. She’d have to give it 
long and careful consideration while recuperating from the surgery she 
had scheduled for later today. After all, the recuperation time for the 
procedure that would make her ass fuller and firmer would giver her plenty 
of time to do some thinking — and not all of it had to be about the details of 
the clinic she was using the excuse of the surgery to gather. 


Her mind phenomenally busy going over and over every tiny detail 
picked up during her year’s residence at the club so far, Katherine had to 
literally force a small part of her mind to pay attention to her surroundings. 
That fragment of her mind was what noticed her song being cued up, and it 
was that part of her mind that listened to the DJ introduce her to the crowd. 

"Gentleman, put your hands together for The Body Shop’s feature 
dancer. The beautiful, the bodacious, the buxom — MISS KANDI 
HEARTS!" 

As the applause started, the big spot-line burst into life, and in its all- 
revealing glare, Katherine bounced her way on stage, gyrating to the beat 
of "Girls Just Wanna Have Fun." Her hands were on the wide-rounded 
hips at the point where the pastel-pink leather corset pinched her waist in 
to its wasp-like sixteen inches. Against the high-gloss material, her four- 
inch long hot-pink nails complimented the material, four shades darker 
and richer than the corset. Attached to the corset were the various-length 
strips of lacy white material that made up her skirt, bouncing and waving 
with her energetic motion to enticingly display the glossy white leather 
panties that covered her crotch and strained to encase the firm, heart-shaped 
ass. It did absolutely nothing to cover her smooth, shapely legs, made long 
and sexy by repeated surgeries that added a full extra three inches to her 
height, all in her legs. 

Of course, that added three inches was insignificant compared to the 
extra height added by the ten-inch clear plastic spikes that formed the heels 
of her platform shoes. Those heels were tough to balance on — but that 
hardly mattered, since she was using little but the very front of the platform 


soles. She did the entire routine practically on tip-toe, bouncing around 
expertly. That bouncing motion caused the huge, curly mane of platinum- 
blonde hair to bounce and sway around her heart-shaped face, with only 
the shear weight and mass of the ass-long mane keeping it from swaying 
in front of her face and obscuring her full, "bee-stung"” pink-gloss lips, 
tiny snub of anose, and big, blue eyes. The incredibly huge mane of hair, 
pulled up into a big, bouffant style before falling down her back in thick 
waves, adding an additional three inches to her total height. 

All in all, Kandi required a full six-feet, eight inches of clearance to 
make it through doorways, and every one of those inches was nearly 
guaranteed to draw a man’s eyes, with hours a day spent keeping the skin 
silky-smooth and flawless — skin that encased a curvaceous, wasp-waisted, 
long-limbed form. 

Despite that fact, all these features were only noticed by men a few 
seconds after first seeing Kandi. With all that long, pneumatic body to 
look at, all eyes almost inevitably went to one place before checking out 
the rest of her - and for good reason. 

After all, her tits took up so much of her total mass, it was almost a 
gravitational law that would draw the eyes to them. The maxed-out 
expandable implants had been further enhanced by layers and layers of 
PPP "silly string" to inflate her tits to their current, massive dimensions. 
Made almost perfectly spherical by the shear volume of mass pumped into 
the taut, silky skin, the breasts lurking behind the gloss-white, custom- 
made demi-bra were gigantic, each one bigger than her head by far. 

In fact, each massive, out-thrust breast was nearly twelve inches across, 
and — thanks to their remarkable firmness — stood almost as far out from 
her chest. They were as big as basketballs, clearly visible no matter what 
gyration she performed, and even the custom-made bra couldn't keep them 
from bouncing, swaying, and jiggling as she danced energetically across 
the stage. 

Look at them! Katherine thought to herself as she fondled her body, 
swaying and jiggling erotically. Those drooling, perverted men — they 
actually think my grotesquely-altered body is sexy! 

Flipping her massive mane back in one smooth, graceful motion, she 
whirled around and bent over, spreading her legs and thrusting her firm, 
ripe ass out towards the cheering, slavering men. 

This freakishly endowed body actually turns them on! she thought, her 
now-habitual smile growing a notch as she considered the fact. They would 
actually love to get their hands on my body! 








Whirling, she reached down — and in one smooth, practiced motion, 
unclipped the snap-on straps of the corset and whipped it off. As she revealed 
the tiny, hourglass-shaped waist that the surgical removal of her two lower 
ribs and plenty of liposuction had given her, the applause redoubled and 
she swayed and gyrated all the more energetically around the stage, clad 
only in heels and matching bra-and-panty set. 

They really do find this all-but-fake body sexy! she chuckled to herself. 
God - it makes it so much easier to seduce a couple of men every night! 
Giggling mindlessly, she wiggled, jiggled and swayed for the drooling men, 
humiliated by what she’d done to her body, but loving the unbelievable 
easy, obvious, and straight-forward plan it had all made possible. 

She’d started "hooking" almost a week ago. She used the studio upstairs, 
and did everything she could to make 1t look like Elizabeth knew what was 
going on — was in on it, in fact, acting as the "madame" of the club. For 
proof, Katherine was busily tucking nearly every cent she earned into the 
club’s big safe in the basement. Not just what she earned having all sorts of 
degrading sex with men, but everything she earned as a dancer -to make it 
look like the other girls were hooking, too. 

Reaching up, she peeled off her bra — and basked in the additional cheers 
that came from completely exposing her massive new breasts, with their 
surgically-enlarged nipples. She hated having such freakishly huge tits, of 
course — but she knew it was her tits that brought in the customers, for both 
her open and her clandestine jobs. Sure, it was utterly degrading to work as 
a stripper by day and a sex-crazed bimbo hooker the rest of the time, but it 
was all well worth it. After all, she thought as she tore off her panties and 
flung them aside, it was only a small portion of her life, over all, and for a 
good reason. The amount of time she was going to have to spend to make 
it all "solid" wasn’t too much to pay. It was merely six or eight years out of 
her life, that was all. 

Well, maybe ten. Fifteen at the outside. Well — twenty, if you counted in 
plenty of plastic surgery to keep her viable to her customers. All in all, 
time well spent to stop this woman from getting away with what she was 
doing. In fact, this way was even better than any "quicker" plan, because it 
would give her that long to think she was "successful," making the final 
fall all the more painful. Yes, it was a worthy goal, worthy of twenty — or 
twenty-five — degrading years of stripping, sex, and plastic surgery. 

Speaking of which... the once almost painfully taut skin over her breast 
implants had just the tiniest little bit of give. Just the itty-bitty little bit — 
but it was probably time to get another cup-size or two added to her tits. 
Smiling at the vengeance she was — eventually — going to visit on that 
bitch, Elizabeth, Katherine finished her set and jiggled her way off stage, 
ready to spend the next few hours doing private dances — and lining up her 
"Johns" for the night. 

As many as she could — because, no matter how much she hated fucking 
and sucking men, nobody could fault her dedication to her cause. 


The End 











